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There was this kid who just started working at the gas station James frequented. He figured he was new since 
he hadn't seen him before. 


He started going there more. 
After a little while, he figured out his schedule, which started around the evening and went well into the night. 


He had long hair. When James would go in to buy seeds or a drink or something, he'd catch the kid always 
bobbing his head to some music only he could hear. James wondered if he liked Aerosmith. 


The kid never wore his nametag. James could tell though that he wasn't from California, not even the northern 
part. In fact, he'd never heard anyone with that accent before and was always trying to figure out where he 


was from. 


James tried to go in as often as possible to try and talk to that kid. 

Even when he didn't have any money, he had enough change to buy cheap gum. The kid said to him once, "You 
really like gum, huh?" James just shrugged. He didn't know how to explain that he actually hated that shit but 
only bought it for an excuse to talk to him. Every day he would go in, wander the aisles, try to figure out 
that short foreign guy from behind the rack of chips and resolve to make that the day he spoke to him. H; Im 
James. What's your name? Where are you from? This might be a strange question, but do you like metal? 


Yet, all he ever did was nod at the kid when he'd go up to the counter. Except one day when he said hi to him, 
and the kid said hi back and started ringing up his chips. "No gum today?" 


"Nah." 


He was silent as the kid punched numbers into the register. James glanced at his shirt, and he had his 


nametag on. His name was Lars. 

Definitely not from around here. 

"Do you like it here?" 

Lars stopped what he was doing and looked at James quizzically. James instantly wished he hadn't said anything. 
"Here? At Quik-Oil?" 

James had meant "here" as in America, but maybe it was rude to assume he was an immigrant. Maybe he 
just had a speech impedement or something. He could feel his face turn red, so he just nodded at the ground. 


He missed Lars’ shrug. 


"I kind of hate it. I'm just working here until | can save up some cash to fix my car." After a moment, he 


added, "Trying to start a band in the meantime." 


James’ ears perked up at that. He wanted to ask Lars about the band but when he looked up, Lars was handing 
him his change and he couldn't form any words in his head so he just grunted and left. 


The next day when James went back, Lars wasn't there. 
Or the next day. 


Or the next. 


Instead, some old guy with chipped teeth named Derek started working Lars’ shift. When James asked, "Does 
Lars still work here?" Derek said, "Who's Lars?" 


James stopped going to Quik-Oil. It was probably for the best, since he'd developed a crush on that foreign kid 


and had drained his meager savings in the process. 


Within a few months, he'd forgotten about it: 


He took a bite into the bearclaw he'd bought from another gas station (that was much cheaper than Quik-Oil 
anyway) as he studied the musicians section of the Recycler. His eyes stopped over the only other ad he had 


seen in hard rock/heavy metal section. Drummer looking for other metal musicians to jam with. 


